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One 


Author's Notes: 
This is a voting story, where YOU get to choose part of the outcome. If you like the story and leave a 
comment, just add a number for the roll of the die in your comment. You will understand this when you have 


read the story. Whichever number gets the most votes, that is the choice | will write about :D 

This is the sequel to Dessert. It\'s set in 1980, so Kirk is IT and Lars, lb. It\'s a bit AU because | don\'t think 
they knew each other then 

"How do | get myself into these situations?" Kirk wondered. "How?" 

Kirk was lying face down on his own bed, in a bit of a predicament. His hands were tied snugly behind his back 
with a soft woollen scarf and his feet were tied to each bedpost at the bottom, with more scarves. Kirk hadn't 


realised that he had quite so many scarves. Or were some of them Lars'? He wasn't quite sure. 


As if Kirks’ thoughts had summoned Lars, there was the sound of his bedroom door opening and somebody 


coming in. At least Kirk hoped it was Lars. If it was his mom, arriving back from visiting one of her friends, 


Kirk wasn't sure what he would do. Swooning from embarrassment was pretty high up the list however. 

"Ah, you're still there" said a familiar Danish accent. Kirk heard footsteps approaching and turned his head to 
look Lars trotted over to the bed, a large, evil grin on his face. He sat down next to Kirk and ruffled his dark 
curls gently. 


"Well, | think itd be a bit difficult for me to get up and walk off" Kirk said wryly. 


"Now now, no cheek from you" Lars scolded. "You are already in lots of trouble. If you cheek me, your 


punishment will be increased". 
Kirk blushed. "Aww, Lars" he said. "It was an accident". 


"Hm" said Lars, folding his arms across his chest. "Last week, | woke up, naked from the waist down and 


handcuffed to your bed. You were nowhere in sight. How was that an accident?" 
"I already told you, | had to go and do the washing up for my Mom" Kirk whined. 


"And it would have taken you one minute to have uncuffed me" said Lars. "Instead, | was stuck there, not 


knowing where the hell you were and not knowing if your Mom was about to walk in and see my... 
"Larsie, calm down" Kirk cooed. "You're making a mountain out of a molehill". 

"I am going to make something else in a minute" said Lars. "It is called a sore ass". 

"Kirk groaned and rolled his eyes. "Lars, what the hell? What kind of comeback in that?" 

Lars flushed. "Well, | haven't got a smart mouth like James or Dave". 

"Fair enough but that was just plain.cheesy’. 

"Fine, next time, I'll get James or Dave to say some smart ass remark, record them and play it back for you". 
"Next time" Kirk yelped. "W-wait.NEXT time?" Lars chuckled and patted Kirk's denim clad ass. 


"Prepare yourself Kirky" he said. "It is time for your punishment to begin’. 
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Lars stuck his hand in his pocket and pulled out a small cube. He giggled and showed it to Kirk Kirk frowned a 
little, puzzled. 


"A die" he said. "How can you punish me with that?" 

‘Its the Die of Punishment" said Lars. Kirk opened his mouth but Lars shushed him quickly. "Yeah, yeah, it's 
cheesy. Just be quiet and listen I'm gonna undo your hands for a minute and you're gonna throw the die. 
Whatever number it lands on, that is what your punishment implement will be". 

"Implement?" said Kirk 

"Yep" said Lars. He fiddled with the scarf around Kirk's wrists, gently pulling it undone. "The implement l'm 
gonna spank your cute ass with". Kirk spluttered, his cheeks turning a deep crimson. Ignoring him, Lars 


continued gleefully. 


If you roll a ore, I'll just use my hand. A two will earn you a rolled up magazine. Three on the die means a 


slipper on your ass". Kirk snorted and Lars put his finger to Kirk's soft lips. 


"Hush Kirky" he said sweetly. "If you roll four, | will use my belt off my jeans. If you get a five, I'll use YOUR 
belt. And finally, if you score a six, I'll be using your best hairbrush". 


Kirk whimpered with a mixture of fear and desire. Darn Lars, he sure knew how to play. Lars smiled, patted 


Kirk's ass again and then pulled the scarf free with a flourish. Then Kirk felt him press the die into his hands. 


"Ready to roll baby?" he grinned. 


Two 
Author's Notes: 
Oops, | got three different votes: two, five and six. How did | handle it? Read on to find out. 


Look out for the Game of Thrones Easter Egg :P 


Kirk threw the dice as best as he could while lying face down on his bed. It rolled towards the end of the bed 


and settled in a crease in the eiderdown. Lars eyed up the die and frowned. 
"What did it land on?" Kirk asked. 
‘Its sorta between five and six" Lars said. 


"What the hell?" Kirk wriggled about, trying to sit up. "How can it be in between them? Either it's five or six’. 
The eiderdown moved and the dice fell onto the floor. 


"Kirk, you knocked it of fl" Lars exclaimed. 

"Sorry" said Kirk at once. 

"You did that on purpose!" said Lars, not sure whether to be stern or to laugh. 
"| didnt! It was an accident". 


"Hmm, you seem to have a lot of accidents just lately, don't you" said Lars, folding his arms across his chest. 
Kirk giggled, he couldn't help it but Lars looked so funny, pouting at him. 


"Well, it's on the floor now, so have a look at what you rolled" said Lars. 


Kirk wriggled to the end of the bed and peeped at the die. It was showing a two. He gave an audible sigh of 


relief. 

A rolled up magazine, that's not too bed he thought. However, Lars had other ideas. 

"OK, so seeing as it's a two, that's ten smacks with a magazine" said Lars. "But, seeing as it was originally a 
five/six BEFORE you made it go on the floor, | think you deserve ten smacks with your belt and then ten with 


your hairbrush". 


"What? No way, that's not fair!" Kirk squeaked. 


"Yes it is" Lars replied, a naughty grin on his face. "Now, let's get you ready". 
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Lars tied the scarf around Kirks’ wrists again, then slid his hands underneath Kirk and undid his jeans. Kirk 
lifted his stomach slightly, to allow Lars easier access. 


"Ha, you're being helpful" Lars snickered. "You can't wait for your spanking, can you?" 

"| just want you to hurry up before Mom gets back" said Kirk. 

"Relax" said Lars, slapping Kirk's ass and making him squeal again. "She won't be back for ages yet. Now let's 
Lars hunted through a pile of Kirks' rock magazines, finally settling on a particularly thick one. "Ha, a double 
issue. This should sting nicely!" 

"You're a dick, you know that" said Kirk 


"Yes, and you love me for it" said Lars, giving Kirk his sweetest smile. He began to roll the magazine up but 


Kirk stopped him. 
"Wait! Roll it the other way, so that the cover is on the inside of the tube’. 
"Why?" Lars asked, a suspicious look coming on his face. 


"Cos Megadeth are on the cover of that one and | don't want Dave coming into contact with my ass" said Kirk, 


blushing deeply. 


Lars yelled with laughter. "Hahahahahaha, it's just a picture! Anyway, | bet you'd like Dave to REALLY come 


into contact with your ass". 
"No | wouldn't" Kirk huffed. "Roll it the other way or | won't play". 


"Spoilsport" grinned Lars. However, he did as Kirk asked. Kirk watched Lars, his heart beating swiftly. Nearly 
time to begin! Kirk wondered which item would hurt most. The magazine was a hefty one, it was known. Yet, his 
belt was sure to sting a lot. As for his hairbrush..Kirk pictured it in his mind. It was oval in shape with a 
wooden back. It would be like getting a paddle on his ass. Kirk put his head down on the pillow, quivering with 


anticipation. 


Three 


Seconds later, there was a swishing sound and Kirk felt a stinging whack, longways across his bare ass. He 
gasped with a mixture of pain and pleasure. Lars giggled and gently poked the area he had just hit with the end 


of the magazine, making Kirk wince. 


"How was that baby?" he asked. 


"It was..”..Kirk began but before he could reply, there was another whack as Lars hit his ass again 
"No talking while you're being punished’ said Lars. 


"But you asked me a.."..Kirk began and received another extra hard slap for his troubles. He gasped and 
clenched his ass cheeks tight. 


"Stay quiet" Lars ordered. "Or | will have to gag you". Kirk opened his mouth, shut it quickly and nodded. 
Lars continued smacking Kirk's ass with the magazine, taking care to bring it down on a different area with 
each slap. Kirk wriggled a little but didn't say another word. By the time Lars had reached ten, Kirks' cheeks 
had a warm, rosy glow to them. Lars grinned in delight as he admired his handiwork 

"How does your ass feel now?" he asked. "You are allowed to speak". 

"Its, uh, hot" Kirk panted. "And kinda sore". 


"But not too sore to take some more". 


"Uhh, no" Kirk agreed, wondering how much the belt and his hairbrush would hurt. As if Lars could read his 


mind, he spoke again. 


"Don't worry Kirky, | won't do it too hard. I've gotta make you last, haven't |?" Lars giggled and as Kirk made to 


speak again, Lars covered his mouth. 
"No more talking! I'm going to get the next punishment item ready". 


Kirk nodded and rested his head on his soft pillow. He could hear Lars moving about behind him and wondered 
what he was doing. Was he getting Kirk's belt off his jeans? Or was he taking his hairbrush out of the drawer? 
Kirk listened hard but Lars was being extra quiet..he simply couldn't tell. 


‘OK, are you ready for some more?" Lars asked. Without giving Kirk chance to be ready, he smacked him hard 
on his left cheek with something. Kirk couldn't hold in a gasp, as it stung in the most delicious way. It felt long, 
or did it? Was it the belt or the hairbrush? 


Smack went Lars again, this time striking the other cheek. Kirk moaned as he became aware of the feel of 
leather. It was his belt. And whatever Lars had said before about not hitting too hard, Kirk didn't think he was 
following up with it. 


"Your ass looks so pretty, all striped with red" Lars srickered. He whacked Kirk again, this time across both 
cheeks. "It was fading a minute ago, when | was getting your belt. So..time to redden it up again’. He slapped 
Kirk hard again and Kirk cried out with a mixture of pain and delight. 

"Kirk! | ordered you to be quiet" Lars growled. Kirk felt his pulse race, he knew what was coming now. He heard 
the sound of a drawer opening and was glad of the opportunity to allow his swollen cheeks to cool. A minute 
later, Lars walked round to face him, holding up a scarf. Kirk smiled coyly at him and Lars returned the smile. 
"This will keep you quiet" he said. 


Geez, where have all these scarves come trom? Kirk wondered. Lars tied it around his mouth, gently but firmly. 


"Ha, that'll fix youl" Lars chuckled He walked back round towards Kirk's ass. "Now..where were we?" 


Four 


Unable to speak because of the scarf, Kirk could only squirm and whimper as Lars continued to tan his bottom 
with his belt. The leather seemed to heat up his flesh much more than the magazine had done and by the 


time Lars announced he had finished, Kirk's bottom was so warm, he felt that he could have fried an egg on it. 


“There, two thirds done now" Lars giggled. He kissed Kirk on the cheek and then set about threading his belt 
back through his jeans. Kirk wasn't sure whether Lars was taking his time to allow his ass to cool again or 


whether it was to prolong the punishment. Knowing Lars, itll be a litte of both Kirk thought. 


"Now for the final implement" said Lars and Kirk heard the sound of the drawer opening. This time, Lars 
showed him the hairbrush; holding it up to his face so he could get a decent look. Of course, as it was Kirk's 
hairbrush, he'd seen it plenty of times before..but never from this perspective. He admired the smooth, 


polished wooden back, wondering just how much it would sting. 


A lot! Smack went Lars across Kirk's tender flesh and Kirk winced as the wood struck his left cheek. It felt 
hard and unyielding.so very different form the belt and the magazine. Lars waited a second before bringing it 
down on the right cheek. Then he hit the left one again. Kirk clenched his buttocks and hissed through the 


scarf gag; it was hurting but he wanted the pain so very much. 


"Hehehe, now this is making nice red ovals on your ass" Lars said gleefully. Slap, slap he went again "I just wish 
| had a camera to take pictures. You really oughta see this!" Kirk whined and wriggled about. He was glad Lars 
DIDN'T have a camera. There was always a chance that such private pictures would be discovered by a 


curious James or Cliff. 

"Nine and ten!" Lars counted and he delivered the final two smacks extra hard. Kirk gasped as he felt his 
cheeks vibrate under the onslaught. Then it was all over; Lars put the hairbrush down and removed the scarf 
from Kirk's mouth. Kirk groaned, his ass pulsating from its prolonged spanking. He felt as if he wouldn't sit 
down for days. 


"You may speak How was that Kirky?" Lars asked sweetly. 


"It was..awesome" gasped Kirk, before flopping down, exhausted but satisfied. 
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Kirk and Lars lay cuddled up in bed together; warm, comfy and relaxed. Kirk was lying partly on his side, as his 
ass was still a little sore but it was a nice kind of sore. His head was resting on Lars’ shoulder and his one 


arm rested on Lars' stomach, fingers gently rubbing the soft flesh. 


Lars turned his face towards Kirk and kissed his cheek "So, now we're even’ he said. "How did you like your 
punishment baby?" 


"Hm, if that's what | get for misbehaving, remind me to be naughty more often" Kirk chuckled. 


Lars tried to look stern but laughed instead. He held Kirk close to him and couldn't resist gently patting his ass. 


Kirk winced. 
"Ow, that's still sore" he mumbled. 
"Want me to rub it better?" 


"Yeah". 


Kirk sighed in pleasure as his felt Lars' hand, now gentle, stroking his swollen buttocks. "That's really rice 


Larsie". 

"You sure you're not worried about your Mom coming back and finding us like this?" Lars teased. 
Kirk blushed but shook his head. "Nah, it's cool. Mom wouldn't just walk in, she'd knock first". 

"Ha, yeah and then we'd win Olympic gold for the Getting Dressed Sprint". 


Lars chuckled and kissed Kirk again. He loved this, just the two of them in bed together, relaxed and 
comfortable. Yet, as he lay there, a sudden thought occurred to him. 


"Kirk?" he said. 
"Yeah?" Kirk asked sleepily. Lars was smirking a little; his green eyes narrowed and his lip twitching. 


"Why had you got a magazine with Megadeth on the cover?" 


The End 


